INTRODUCTION
rebel!* What art, what genius, we can only
repeat, our spirit humbled to the dust by the
exquisite solemnity of that undying simple
scene of the old parents at the grave, the scene
where Turgenev epitomises in one stroke the
infinite aspiration, the eternal insignificance of
the life of man.
Let us end here with a repetition of a
simple passage, that echoing through the last
pages of Fatfiers and Children must find an
echo in the hearts of Turgenev's readers:
1" To the memory of Bazarov," * Katya whis-
pered in her husband's' ear, . . . but Arkady
did not venture to propose the toast
aloud.' We, at all events, can drink the toast
to-day as a poor tribute in recompense for
those days when Turgenev in life proposed it,
and his comrades looked on him with distrust,
with coldness, and with anger.
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